In Memoriam 


. j 
Alexandra, the Queen Mother 


St. James's Church. Philadelphia 


Saturday, November 28, 1925 
At Gwelue u Cluck 


Being the day and hour of the Funeral Service at Windsor 


Order of Service 
Funeral March Beethoven 


Sentences 


AM the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord: he 

that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall 
he live: and whosoever liveth and believeth in me, shall 
never die. St. John XI, 25, 26. 


I KNOW that my redeemer liveth, and that he shall 

stand at the latter day upon the earth: and though 
after my skin worms destroy this body, yet in my flesh 
shall I see God: whom I shall see for myself, and mine 
eyes shall behold, and not another. Job XIX, 25, 26, 
27. 


WI brought nothing into this world, and it is cer- 

tain we can carry nothing out. The Lord gave, 
and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of 
the Lord. 1 Tim. VI, 7; Job 1, 21. 


Magnikirat 


M* SOUL doth magnify the Lord: and my spirit 
hath rejoiced in God my Saviour. 

For he hath regarded: the lowliness of his hand- 
maiden. 

For behold, from henceforth: all generations shall 
call me blessed. 

For he that he is mighty hath magnified me: and 
holy is his Name. 

And his mercy is on them that fear him: throigh: 
out all generations. 

He hath showed strength with his arm: he hath 
scattered the proud in the imagination of their hearts. 


He hath put down the mighty from their seat: and 
hath exalted the humble and meek. 

He hath filled the hungry with good things: and 
the rich he hath sent empty away. 

He remembering his mercy hath holpen his serv- 
ant Israel: as he promised to our forefathers, Abraham 
and his seed for ever. 

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son: a to the 
Holy Ghost; 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall 
be: world without end. Amen. 


Lesson VVV 


ynm THOU TO WHOM THE SICK AND DYING 


This hymn, known as the “Hospital Hymn,” is sung because of 
the late Queen Alexandra’s life-long interest in the care of the sick. 


HOU to Whom the sick and dying 
Ever came, nor came in vain, 
Still with healing word replying 
To the wearied cry of pain, 
Hear us, Jesu, as we meet 
Suppliants at Thy mercy-seat. 


Still the weary, sick and dying 
Need a brother’s, sister’s care, 
On Thy higher help relying 
May we now their burden share, 
Bringing all our offerings meet 
Suppliants at Thy mercy-seat. 


May each child of Thine be willing, 
Willing both in hand and heart, 
All the law of love fulfilling, 
Ever comfort to impart ; 
Ever bringing offerings meet, 
Suppliant to Thy mercy-seat. 


So may sickness, sin, and sadness 
To Thy healing virtue yield, 
Till the sick and sad, in gladness 
Rescued, ransom’d, cleansed, heal'd, 
One in Thee together meet, 
Pardon’d at Thy judgment-seat. 
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The Apngtles Greed 


I BELIEVE in God the Father Almighty, Maker of 
heaven and earth: 

And in Jesus Christ his only Son our Lord: Who 
was conceived by the Holy Ghost, Born of the Virgin 
Mary: Suffered under Pontius Pilate, Was crucified, 
dead, and buried: He descended into hell; The third 
day he rose again from the dead: He ascended into 
heaven, And sitteth on the right hand of God the 
Father Almighty: From thence he shall come to judge 
the quick and the dead. 

I believe in the Holy Ghost: The holy Catholic 
Church: The Communion of Saints: The Forgiveness 
of sins: The Resurrection of the body: And the Life 
everlasting. Amen. 


Prayers 


Anthem CROSSING THE BAR Barnby 


Tennyson 


Si SET and evening star, 
And one clear call for me! 
And may there be no moaning of the bar 
When I put out to sea, 


But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 
Too full for sound and foam, 

When that which drew from out the boundless deep 
Turns again home. 


Twilight and evening bell, 
And after that the dark! 

And may there be no sadness of farewell 
When I embark; 


For, though from out our bourne of time and place 
The flood may bear me far, 

I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
When I have crost the bar. 


Closing Prayers and Benediction 


Hymn 


Funeral March 


JERUSALEM THE GOLDEN 
„ the golden! 


With milk and honey blest; 
Beneath thy contemplation 
Sink heart and voice opprest. 
I know not, O I know not, 
What joys await us there! 
What radiancy of glory! 
What bliss beyond compare! 


They stand, those halls of Sion, 
All jubilant with song, 

And bright with many an angel, 
And all the martyr throng. 

The Prince is ever in them, 
The daylight is serene; 

The pastures of the blessed 
Are decked in glorious sheen. 


There is the throne of David; 
And there, from care released, 
The shout of them that triumph, 
The song of them that feast. 
And they who with their Leader 
Have conquered in the fight, 
For ever and for ever 
Are clad in robes of white. 


O sweet and blessed country, 
The home of God's elect! 
O sweet and blessed country, 
That eager hearts expect! 
Jesus, in mercy bring us. 
To that dear land of rest! 
Who art, with God the Father, 
And Spirit, ever blest. Amen. 


Chopin 
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